BELINDA
generous in admitting that you are right to treat him with
justice.7
This last enigmatical sentence Belinda could not prevail
upon Lady Delacotir to explain.
In the evening Mr. Vincent made his appearance. Lady
Delacour immediately attacked him with raillery, on the subject
of the fair Annabella. He was rejoiced to perceive that her
suspicions took this turn, and that nothing relative to the
transaction in which Clarence Hervey had been engaged had
transpired. Vincent wavered in his resolution to confess the
truth to Belinda. Though he had determined upon this in the
first moment of joyful enthusiasm, yet the delay of four-and-
twenty hours had made a material change in his feelings; his
most virtuous resolves were always rather the effect of sudden
impulse than of steady principle. But when the tide of passion
had swept away the landmarks, he had no method of ascertain-
ing the boundaries of right and wrong. Upon the present
occasion his love for Belinda confounded all his moral calcula-
tions : one moment, his feelings as a man of honour forbade
him to condescend to the meanness of dissimulation ; but the
next instant his feelings as a lover prevailed; and he satisfied
his conscience by the idea that, as his vow must preclude all
danger of his return to the gaming-table in future, it would
only be creating an unnecessary alarm in Belinda's mind to
speak to her of his past imprudence. His generosity at first
revolted from the thought of suppressing those praises of
Clarence Hervey, which had been so well deserved; but his
jealousy returned, to combat his first virtuous impulse. He
considered that his own inferiority must by comparison appear
more striking to his mistress ; and he sophistically persuaded
himself that it would be for her happiness to conceal the merits
of a rival, to whom she could never be united. In this vacillat-
ing state of mind he continued during the greatest part of the
evening. About half an hour before he took his leave, Lady
Delacour was called out of the room by Mrs. Marriott. Left
alone with Belinda, his embarrassment increased, and the un-
suspecting kindness of her manner was to him the most bitter
reproach. He stood in silent agony whilst in a playful tone
she smiled and said,
1 Where are your thoughts, Mr. Vincent?     If I were of a
jealous temper, I should say with the fair Annabella-------'
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